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The bear is a well-known and popular animal in many parts of the world 
and often features in various folk tales. With minor variations, this tale is 
found in the folk traditions of Germany and among the native Iroquois 


tribe of North America. 
i How the bear lost his tail } 
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Do you know that once upon a time Bear 

had a tail? It was thick and long and 

glossy and Bear was very proud of it. He 

spent hours grooming and licking it into shape. 
Whenever he walked around, he waved his 
wonderful black tail from side to side so that 
everyone could see and admire it. This irritated some 

of the other animals that lived near Bear, especially Fox. 
Fox had a very fine tail too, and he was rather jealous of 
Bear’s tail and all the attention it attracted. Since he was a 
cunning and clever creature, Fox hatched a clever plan to 
teach Bear a lesson. 


It was wintertime, and the land where Bear and Fox 
lived was covered with a blanket of thick white snow. All 
the lakes were frozen over, and Fox knew that Bear 
would be very h hn gry. He made a hole in the ice oveng / 


big lake and began to fish. By the time Bear came by, Fox had caught a 
big pile offat trout. 

*Where did you get all those delicious big fish from?" Bear asked 
Fox longingly. 

“Pye been fishing and I caught them all myself,” Fox boasted. 

“But you don’t have anything to fish with,” said Bear, looking 
puzzled. 

“Aah! But I do! I have a secret fishing rod that helps me catch a big 
pile of fish every time I use it,” said Fox. He lowered his voice to a 
whisper. “Do you want to know what it is, Bear?" 

“Yes,” said Bear eagerly. 

“T use my tail to fish!” exclaimed Fox. “Would you also like to try 
and fish with your tail?” 

“Yes!” said Bear enthusiastically. His mouth watered at the thought 
of all the fish he would soon catch and feast on. He hurried towards the 
hole in the ice. But Fox stopped him. 

“There are no more fish to be had here, Bear. I’ve caught them all. 
TIl take you to another part of the lake where you can catch as many fish 
as you like.” | 


Bear agreed to this and he followed Fox to another part ofthe lake. 
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This was the shallow part, and Fox knew there would be no fish to be 
caught there, as all the fish preferred to stay in deep water during the 
winter. With his paw, Fox broke a hole in the ice. Then he told Bear, 
“Now you must do exactly as I tell you. Turn your back and put your 
tail into the water through the hole in the ice. Then sit still and think 
about all the plump fish swimming in the lake. Pretend to count the fish 
that you will catch with your tail. The more you count, the more you 
will eventually catch!” 

“But how will I know if I’ve caught a fish if my back is turned?” 
asked Bear. 

“I will hide nearby, but at a place where the fish cannot see me. 
When a fish grabs your tail, PII call out to you, and you must pull your 
tail out ofthe water quickly!" 

Bear nodded and did exactly as Fox had told him. He sat very still 
and thought about the fish in the lake that would jump on, and be 
caught by, his furry tail. And Bear counted each fish that swam into his 
mind. But after a while, he got so tired and bored with this activity that 
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he fell asleep. Fox hurried away to his hore; whistling and chuckling c 


to himself. 


Many hours later, Fox came back to the lake. Bear was still there, 
fast asleep and snoring loudly. His black fur was covered with snow. 


Fox began to laugh heartily. He laughed till tears rolled down his 
cheeks. Then he went across to Bear and shouted in his ear, *Bear! 
Wake up! I can see a fish on your tail! Can't you feel it?” 


Bear woke up with a start and tried to pull his tail. But alas! His tail 
was caught in the water of the lake, which had frozen over hard during 
the night, and as he pulled it, the tail snapped off. Bear's wonderful tail 
was gone and all that he had left was a little stump! 


Bear began to cry and moan in despair. He tried to catch Fox, but 
Fox was too swift for him and made a quick getaway. 


Bear still has a short stump for a tail — all because ofa trick played by 
cunning Fox. l BE 


pide, oe nae ———á i Mz A JE : 

| eee wondered why ducks, like many other birds, pull up one of their legs 
when they sleep and tuck it out of sight? If you have, this amusing tale spun by the 
imaginative people of Vietnam might tell you... [ADT / 27! 
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| i Why ducks sleep on one leg 
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A long time ago, when the Jade Emperor was the ruler of Heaven and 
Earth, three little ducks were born in a small village in Vietnam. The 
were beautiful ducks. They had round orange beaks, fluffy white 
feathers and bright eyes. They would have been perfect, except for one 
thing. All the three ducks were born with only one leg each! This caused 
great surprise and consternation amongst all the other animals of the 
village. They stared curiously at the little ducks as they tried to hobble 
and hop to get around on the solitary leg. 


As the ducks grew, they realised that life was going to be very 

difficult for them with only one leg. Since they could not walk alone 

y without toppling over, they always had to move around together, using 

| their outstretched wings as support to keep their balance. They also 

found it very hard to swim and paddle with just one leg and, very often, 

they floundered in the water. They couldn't fish or dive well cithet and 

sometimes went hungry because they were too slow in running to catch 
worms. 


The ducks were also easy targets for hungry enemies like wolves and 
snakes, since they were so slow. So they had to be alert at all times to 
make sure they didn't end up as someone's duckling dinner! Sometimes 
the other animals in the village laughed at the ducks and imitated their 
strange walk and this made the ducks very unhappy. 
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One day, after they had been teased by a group of monkeys, the 
ducks huddled sadly under a tree. “I just wish I was a normal duck with 
two legs like all the other ducks," the oldest of the ducks said 
sorrowfully, wiping a tear from his eye. 

“Yes — it's so unfair that we have only one leg each!” the second duck 
said. “The Jade Emperor must have been distracted when he was i 
creating us and so, he must have forgotten to give us our second leg." | 

After a short silence, the youngest duck spoke up. ^Why don't we 
ask the Jade Emperor to give us another leg each? I've heard that as the 


powerful Emperor of Heaven and Earth, there is nothing that he cannot ji 

accomplish!" ja 
“What a good idea!” exclaimed the other two ducks, looking at their (7 

brother excitedly. I! 


The three ducks then sat down and discussed how they could meet 
the Jade Emperor and put forward their request. “I think, first we should 
write a petition to the Emperor explaining our request," said the 
youngest duck, “and since this was my idea, I ‘Rink I should write it.” 


So the youngest duck borrowed some rice paper, a brush and some 
ink, and tried to write. But alas! The duck found that it was hard to write 
with only one leg to stand on. He kept toppling over and fell on the letter 

he was writing so many times that it became smudged and illegible. 

“I think PI ask the rooster to write the petition,” said the oldest duck, 
when he saw what was happening. “He is always boasting about how — 
clever he is!” 

He hopped up to the rooster and soon the rooster had completedthe | | 
petition for the Jade Emperor. The rooster d id not have a very good. 7 
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handwriting, so the petition did not look very tidy, but the ducks did not 
know this. So, they were very pleased with their petition. They asked the 
rooster where the Jade Emperor lived so they could set out to see him as 
soon as possible. 


*He lives far away in the heavens beyond the sky," the rooster 
replied. *To get to his magnificent glittering palace, you have to cross 
high bridges built over rivers full of sparkling water. The gates of the 
palace are guarded by celestial dogs." 


When the ducks heard these words, they were very quiet. “It will bea 

hard. task for anyone to travel so far to meet UM Emperor to give 
-him a petition,” said the youngest duck sadly, “but for three ducks with 

only one leg each, it will be impossible." 

_ The two older ducks began to sob. 


di Just then the rooster spoke: *I have a useful suggestion on how you 
can ensure that our petition reaches the Jade Emperor. All you have to 
do is go to the ERR at the far end of our village, where the powerful 
village guardian of spirits lives. He visits the Jade Emperor all the time. If 

ou can convince him, he might agree to carry your petition with him to 
the Celestial Palace the next time he goes there. I'll give you a letter of 
introduction to him myself." 


The ducks were overjoyed to hear this and after thanking the rooster 
profusely, they hurried away to make preparations for their trip. They 
wove leaf hats to shield their heads from the fierce sun and cut bamboo 
sticks that they could use as a support when their legs began to ache. 


Finally, after many hours of tramping slowly in the heat, the ducks 
arrived at the pagoda that housed the temple. It had a curved tiled roof, 
and the sweet perfume of incense sticks floated out from its doors. The 
ducks looked around curiously. The altar of the temple was piled high 

- with fresh flowers and luscious fruits, but there was no sign of th 
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As the ducks wondered what to do next, they heard a loud an 
voice booming out from one of the back chambers: *I told you that all 
the incense burners used here must have only three legs! Why does this 
incense burner have six legs? Didn't you hear what I told you? Remove 
these extra legs immediately and cast them away. Make sure that I 
never catch sight of them again!” 

The ducks put their heads together when they heard this and began 
to whisper excitedly. “What is an incense burner?” asked the eldest 
duck eagerly. 

«1 don’t know,” said the second duck, “but whatever itis, it has three 
extra legs!” 

“Perhaps they are the legs that the Jade Emperor meant to give us 
and forgot to attach to our bodies,” said the youngest duck. 

Just then, the guardian of spirits entered the room. He was an 
enormous man with a gigantic bod and a voice like thunder. He 
towered over the three little ducks and glared at them. 

“Who are you?” he asked loudly. “And what are you doing here?” 

He did not look pleased at all and the ducks, who had heard that the 
guardian of spirits had a terrible temper, hurriedly handed over the 
letter of introduction from the rooster. 

As he read it, he frowned. “Show me your petition,” he 

commanded. “I want to read it first before I decide whether it is worthy 
of being carried to the Jade Emperor.” 


After the guardian of spirits had read the ducks’ petition, he burst 
ith only one leg? Pve never heard of 
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asked the youngest duck 4 
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“Certainly not!” said the guardian of spirits firmly. “The Jade 
Emperor gets very angry if any of his mistakes are pointed out to him 
and I don’t want to bear the brunt of his wrath when he realises that he 
made three ducks with only one leg each.” 


The three little ducks bent their heads in sorrow when they heard 
this. Then the youngest duck spoke up in his bravest voice. “O 
honoured spirit, when we came into your temple, we heard you telling 
your servant to get rid of three extra legs. Perhaps you could consider 
giving them to us instead?” 


“Extra legs? I don’t have any extra duck legs here,” snapped the 
guardian of spirits angrily. 

“Oh, they were not duck legs!” said the oldest duck quickly. “They 
belonged to the incense burner, whatever that is. But we are not fussy 
birds at all and we are ready to manage with whatever we can get.” 


The ducks looked at the guardian of spirits with so much hope 
mirrored in their eyes that he 
began to laugh and agreed. “I 
suppose you can have them," & 
he said. “But remember to 
guard them well all the time 
because they are made of pure 
gold. Thieves may try to stez 
them.” ^ 
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The ducks agreed and hurried away happily with their new legs. 


The three ducks soon found that they could walk and run and swim 
and dive like other birds with their new legs. They chased all the old 
enemies who had tormented them and feasted on the worms they 
caught because at last they could run ahead of all the other birds. 


But while they treasured their wonderful new gold legs very much, 
the ducks did not forget the warning the guardian of spirits had given 
them. Every day at night, each of the ducks would pull up his gold leg 
and tuck it safely away out of sight. 


When this happened for several nights, the other 
ducks wanted to je why the three brothers always 
slepton one leg only and hid the other one. 

“It's more comfortable this way,” they 
replied. 

The other ducks decided that they would 
try this out too. To their surprise, they found 
that it really was more comfortable to sleep 
on one leg only. They began to do this 
every day and, slowly, this custom spread to _ 


ducks all over the world. And it rem: 
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From the native Indian Iroquois tribe of North America comes this 
interesting tale that explains how the common squirrel, which we see 
every day in our towns and cities, got the stripes that it wears on its back. 


| How the squirrel got its stripes 
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"Far back in time when animals could speak, the bear was one of the 

roudest and most conceited animals in the forest. Of course, the bear 
fad good reason to be proud of himself. He was big and brave and very 
strong. When he was out searching for food, he could move enormous 
logs with a single swipe of his great paws. 


One afternoon, after Bear had pushed aside a particularly big and 
heavy log, he looked around proudly and thumped his chest: “I am the 
strongest and greatest creature around! There is nothing that I cannot 
do!” 

“Is that so?” asked a d voice doubtfully from a little hole near 
Bear's feet. Bear frowned and looked down at little Squirrel who was 
peeping out from his hole. 

"Iam the strongest of all the animals here. Did you see how I moved 
that log? All the other animals fear me because of my strength. I know 
there is nothing that I cannot do!" Bear repeated. 
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*Can you stop the Sun from rising in the morning?" asked Squirrel 

cheekily. 
Bear thought for a moment. “I have never tried doing that," he said 

finally, “but Pm sure that ifI tried, I could stop the Sun from rising too!" 

*Are you sure?" Squirrel asked. 

“Yes, I’m sure,” said Bear coca “Tomorrow morning the Sun will not 
rise, because I will order it not to do so.” He shook his fist at the Sun and 
shouted: “I command you not to rise tomorrow! Make sure you obey me or i 
you will be in trouble!’ Ü 

Soon the Sun set and Squirrel crept back into his little hole and curled M 
up for the night. He chuckled as he saw that Bear, instead of going to sleep | 

too, was sitting up and facing the east. Bear kept muttering 

to himself, “The Sun will not rise tomorrow!” Bear sat — 


up all through the night. 


Finally, dawn broke, and as the world awoke, 
the east shimmered with the glowing light that 
comes before the Sun rises. Bear glared at the 
light and shouted, “The Sun must not rise today! 
The Sun will not rise today!” 
Of course, the Sun rose just as it always does! 
| Bear was very upset, but Squirrel was delighted. 
He could not control his laughter. He fell on thy 
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Amused Squirrel then began to run around Bear in circles singing, 
“The Sun came up! The Sun came up! But Bear is cross! He looks like a 
fool now!” 


At first, Bear watched Squirrel’s antics unhappily, but slowly his 
anger began to rise. He ordered Squirrel to stop teasing him. But little 
Squirrel was having a very good time and seemed in no mood to listen. 


With a great roar of rage, Bear then pounced upon Squirrel and 
pinned him to the ground with one paw. “Perhaps I cannot stop the Sun 
from rising,” he growled in rage, “but you will never be able to see 
another sunrise again my friend.” 

Squirrel began to tremble when he heard these words. He knew he 
was in very deep trouble. “Oh Bear!” he squeaked. “I was only joking 
when I said that you look like a fool. You are the strongest and mightiest 
of all animals.” 
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*Yet you dared to tease me," snarled Bear, *and so you deserve to 
die!" 

“You are right for wanting to kill me. I deserve to die,” said Squirrel 
in a weak voice. *But let me at least say one last prayer to the Creator 
before you gobble me up." 


“Be quick,” snapped Bear impatiently. “Your time to walk the Sky 
Road has come!” 


“I would like to be quick, but you are pinning me down so firmly 
with your paw that I can hardly speak,” Squirrel replied with a gasp. “I 
am finding it so difficult to breathe. If I cannot draw in my breath 
freely, how can I say my last prayer peacefully? O wise and great Bear, 
can you please lift your paw just a little so that I can pray?" 


Bear thought for a moment and then lifted his paw just a wee bit. 

Quick as a flash, Squirrel escaped from his grip and ran away as fast as 

he could. Too late, Bear realised he had been tricked again. He 

|» lunged out with his paw to catch Squirrel. However, Squirrel was 

P too swift. But the tips of Bear's long claws scraped along 
e 71 Squirrel’s back, leaving three pale lines on it. 


A. E Squirrels have carried these lines on their backs ever since 
A _ 


then. 
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The national bird of India, the peacock has always been admired for its 
beauty and for its long and colourful tail. No other bird iu the jungle has 

* such an exotic appearance. Perhaps this is what led the ancients to weave 
tales around its origin. In a typical setting, this imaginative tale comes 
from the lovely hill-state of Assam in north-east India. 
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How the peacock and the j 
l, peahen came tobe j 


| Many, many years ago, in the hilly north-eastern state of Assam in | 
India, there lived a chieftain of the Garo tribe. The chieftain wasarich — | | 
man and lived with his wife in a splendid house made of bamboo. They — ' 
| had only one child — a beautiful little girl whom they loved very uch 
and Bolted after with great care. ] 
.  Intime, the little girl grew up and fell in love withayoungmanand | ] 
| decided to marry him. The chieftain and his wife were very happy and — . 
| ma to have a grand wedding to celebrate the marriage of their only i 
child. 


For the occasion, the chieftain's wife bought the finest silk clothes | 

for her daughter and lovely jewels set with precious gems. But the day | 

| | before the wedding, she told her daughter, “I am going to give you 
| | another gift too. This is the most precious gift of all and you must 
| promise me that you will alwayslgok after it very carefully.” L. 
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! From a beautifully carved box, she took out a delicate shawl. It was} j 
. covered with tiny flowers embroidered with silk threads in all colours i 

^ ofthe rainbow. The shawl was so lovely-that the young girl gasped i. 

—. when she sawit. She immediately stretched out her hand to touchit.. F | 

“No!” cried her mother, snatching it away. “Don’t touch this shàw]j 

‘till you hear what I have to tell you! A goddess gifted this wonderful 
shawl to my great grandmother on her wedding day. Before you touch, jj 

it, you must chant a magic spell that I shall teach you. You. must — 

remember this always!. Great misfortune will befall anyone wh 

touches the shawl without chanting the spell first." | i 


The young bride obediently learnt the spell and then the lovely} E 
„shawl was put back into its casé and stored away. © BEN :» 

As time went by, the chieftain and his wife grew old and pasted 8 
away. The daughter and her husband were left alone in the beautiful — 
bamboo house. The girl continued to carefully look after the shawl that 
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she had inherited. She never wore it because she was afraid she would: : 
spoil it, but sometimes she would lift the gorgeous shawl out of its box — = 
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to admire it. Once a year, she spread it out in the open to air it and then 
she would lock it away again. She never forgot to chant the magic spell 
before touching the shawl. But the girl never told her husband about the 
secret of the shawl. 

One summer morning, the girl decided that it was time to air her 
precious shawl. She took it out and spread it on the mountain slopes 
outside her home so that fresh air would blow over it. After a while, she 
suddenly remembered that she had promised to cook her husband's 
favourite fish for lunch. Seizing her shopping basket, she hurried to the 
market. As she was leaving home, she called out to her husband, “Please 
keep an eye on the shawl that I have put out to air. But don't touch it on 
any account. Not even if it starts to rain and hailstones as big as grapes 
fall from the sky!” 

A little later, black thunderclouds 
suddenly began to fill the sky. “I hope 
my wife returns before it begins 
raining,” the husband thought 
worriedly. 


But raindrops soon began to 
fall, followed by large hailstones. 


*Oh dear!" cried the husband. *My wife's lovely shawl will be ruined in 
the rain. I cannot let that happen!” 


Forgetting his wife’s warning, he ran outside and grabbed the shawl. 
As he did so, he was turned into a large male bird with 

brightly coloured feathers and tail. Just then, his wife 

came running back to her home. When she saw 

what was happening, she let out a loud cry of 

despair and tried to snatch back one end ofthe — .* 

shawl that her husband still held. In a flash, 

she was turned into a female bird. À 


And that is how the peacock and the 8 
ee pe came to be. Since the husband 4 
ad caught a much larger portion of the 
gorgeous shawl, the peacock’s feathers 
were much grander and more colourful 
than the peahen’s. They remain that 
way to this very day. Lid 


Here is a story about a hardworking and faithful creature, popular in folk 
tales — the buffalo. This story comes from the East European country of 
Romania and tells us why the buffalo walks in the way it does. 


= Why the buffalo walks slowly 
and treads gentl. 
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Tn ancient times, the hare and the buffalo were constantly fighting each 
other because each believed he was the fastest creature around. The 
hare believed that his small lean legs were unbeatable, while the buffalo 
felt that his srongand muscular body, capable of great spurts of speed 
and power, gave him a position of supremacy. The two animals 

argued all the while about this matter and their enmity went on 

i for years. 


Finally, both animals grew tired of the constant fighting 
A that sapped their energies and decided to resolve their 
long-standing dispute once and for all. The hare t - 
suggested that both rivals run a race to settle their PEO 
uarrel. “Whoever wins the race will be proclaimed : 
the fastest runner around,” Hare declared. 


Buffalo was agreeable to this idea and a date 
and time for the race was fixed. 


When the race began, Hare - laying his ears 
back flat against his head — began to race ori” 
his long, graceful legs. He ran swiftly*&ind surely, 
and his feet barely. toughed the ground as they 
covered the disiflhce. Mut large, powerful 
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— Buffalo was more than a match for him. His body heaved as his hooves 
thundered over the ground. Soon, he gained on Hare and overtook him. 

Hare, panting and breathless from the effort that he had put in, was 
dismayed when Buffalo raced ahead of him. He kept running valiantl 
and determinedly, yet he knew that his small lean body could not mát 
Buffalo’s powerful one. But he could not bear the thought of losing such an 
important race and he thought desperately about what he could do to save 
the situation. 

Then, as he watched huge and ungainly Buffalo racing along at a 
furious pace, he had a brainwave. *Hey, Mr Buffalo! You had better be 
careful while you are thundering along. Haven't you noticed that you are 
so huge and heavy pan are making the very Earth heave and shake 
with your giant steps? Why, the Earth seems to be rocking under your feet 
and I am afraid that it will soon cave in and you will sink beneath it.” 

Buffalo was so alarmed when he heard this that he immediately 
stopped running and looked around in fear. After a while, he began to | 
move again, but he took care to walk slowly and tread carefully so wh 
that the Earth would not rock beneath his feet anymore. T 

Hare chuckled in glee when he realised that his clever 
idea had worked so well and he ran ahead swiftly and won 
the race effortlessly. “on 

Since that day Buffalo and Hare have never fought with £3 
each other again, but Buffalo is still full of fear that the Eafth ` 
may open up if he thunders over it too quickly. So he atways takes care | 
to walk slowly and tread very lightly and gently on the ground. mE ; 
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Stories about the origins of the crab are found in the folk tradition of countries as c 
far apart as the Congo in Africa and the Philippines in South-east Asia. Though — 
there may be variations in the tale narrated at different places, the basic theme i 
remains the same. The crab had neither patience nor humility as he was being ya 
created, and because of this he looks the way he does today. Read on to discover... 


When the Creator was making animals, He decided to make a 
creature that would like living in the sand. First He made a strong and 
tough shell, and then He gave the creature strong legs for crawling. He 
named the creature Crab. 

Then the Creator paused and began to think about what kind of 
head He should make for Crab. Should He make a round head or along 
oval one? Should He give Crab a long neck or a short one? And how 
would He place Crab's eyes? Should He put them close together or far 
apart? 

As the Creator was trying to find answers to these questions, He 
noticed that half-finished Crab was already moving its headless body 
up and down impatiently, as ifto say, *Hurry! Hurry!" 
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The Creator smiled tolerantly. “Be patient little Crab,” He said. “I’m 
just thinking of how I can make a very nice head for you.” 

But Crab did not quieten down when he heard these words. He 
became ayes more impatient since he thought that he was already a 
unique creature. He began to scuttle backwards and forwards angrily, 
refusing to stand still. 

The Creator found it very difficult to concentrate when Crab was 
moving around and, finally, He became so angry that He did not bother 
to give Crab a head! He simply placed a pair of eyes on the end of 
Crab’s shell. 

“You silly, self-centred creature!” He cried. “Your inability to wait 
patiently has cost you dearly. Now you will have to live forever without 
ahead!” 

Crab scurried away, very ashamed of his bad behaviour. He is still 
very sad and ashamed that he has no head and that is why, till this very 
day, he buries himself in the sand and stays hidden as much as he 
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can! 
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Animals and birds enliven our world. Since all 
creatures have their own unique appearance, man has 
wondered how many of these came to be. The 
imaginative stories he wove to explain these passed 
into folklore throughout the world. How the tiger 
acquired stripes, how the crocodile got its rough, scaly 
back, why the dog barks at and chases everyone it 
sees... and other interesting animal stories. 


The tales in this book come from all corners of the globe 
— North America, Africa, Europe, Australia, South-east 
,Asia and our own beautiful land India — and bring us 
‘glimpses of faraway lands. 


Mumbai-based Santhini Govindan is an award- 
winning children’s writer. Many of her short 
stories have appeared in The Hindu, The Deccan 

Herald, The Sunday Observer, Children s World, 
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